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Tommy O'Brlen, aged ten. dearly
wed to awe all the new children who
d into his part of Dix Street with
uncanny fale of “de nutty lady
lives in de swell end of de sireet”

! = AN* THE LEETLE BABEE THAD GO
[ FORGE ET HEEMT"

DoN*

. did he not know all the thrilling &it in de back vard—de gent has It

{ls of the lady's “puttiness"?
ot his own mother Intimately con-
peted through her profession  (she

a laundress) with the entlre af
pir?

$But when Iittle Nazileh Sewaya

ard the story, only hall comprehend:

“BE Tommy's vernacular, her lovely
ky eves asked myriad questlons
t her faltering English could not

[press.
prildine Schmlidt, who had heard
story before and always treated the

Rire affalr with maddening Teutonic
difference, made a stolld attempt Lo
peidate Tommy's narrative
8he alndt regular hughouse, Nuzly,
p explained while Nazileh groped lor
meaning of the word “nputty”, “she

In‘t throw no fits, yet, nor she don’t
es It that she kills nobody—she's

st nutty
Oxcuse thad 1 ask," murmured the

ltle Syrian perplexedly, "whad ees
£ thad you rcall boog ‘ouse?™
Tommy and Geraldine eyed their
pnd with pltying disgnst. “Gee” ex-

ded Tommy, “aln't 1 never goin’ to
rn vouse N' Yolk talk?”
'Oxcuse,” murmured Nazlleh peni-
Btly, "me, | theenk you hal nod teil
ben id me, thees thad you call"—her
Bce wavered but with Orlental pa-
ince she made the attempt, “thees—

jug' call wo-orm ‘ouse
nd when Tommy had recovered

Was fixed up awful swell for her
on de corner 'nd dev's a bunch of trees

“I tells you wot 1 does” promised
Tommy generously. “Tholsday | goes
me up Dix Street wid de wash—'nd
Nuzly, youee can help feteh ‘nd likely
youse will get a squint at her—she

3 Gikd @u;
e Lot g ']

TAILBR'

{olw Wol e laan

DEAD?Y THL NUTTY LADEE

Goe, Ite

around—Lhe's got a swell fence made
up high out of bricks 'nd all around
de top of de foncs Is Jugs wld wege
tables growin' in ‘em 'nd dey's a swell
gate 'nd inslde”—hls volee dropped
impreasively, “lnside dat gate dex’s o

fountain squirtin’ 'nd a bunch of chalrs
around ‘nd de nurse goll gits a-watchin®
dé¢ nutty lady 'nd de nutty lady slts
a-watchin' nothin™—"

At last Nazileh began to comprehend

Me—1 know,” she Inferrupted eag-
orly, “thad lades—she hal the eyes
weellh sorrow—ashe nod sce? Ees that
nad whad von call nutty? Me I know
thoze eyes woeth sorrow—on a time
thad my fathalre ees keal my mothalre
mos’ nearlee haf those keen of eyes!
Fef a lades haf a sorrow In her heart”
—Nazlleh's slender hands were pressed
against her dingy dress and her dark
eyes were wide with horror
hold thad zorrow mooch too tight een
her beart an' nod let eet come

nyes
fes a Ltheeng ver' sad
"Honest, dld yer mudder get
demanded Tommy eagerly
Nazlleh nodded slowly.
“She haf cet: she nod nevalre 1alk;

she nod nevaire amile; she nod nevalre
Httle

her
wouth drooped—"hbut come a time Al

ook
eyes stared

thees way"'—the
blankly and

cry, she

girl’s

“an" she
from
her eyes weeth rfeara—by an by thad
ees all blind weelh sorrow—eey

it

PHBughouss s

e 1ady hain't got dat bad yet, hut

lah sen' to her thad geeft of tears, an’
thad sorrow—whad vou theenk, thadl
OTrOW ¢ weep ont of har eyeg—mnod
all.” Nazilsh sighed, "but mos' all an’
then #he eex speak with me, her
daughtalre, an® weoeth Antar, thees ba-
bes, an' weeth all peoples thad she hat
know—onlee but she weel nod speak
abiout thad sorrow—eet ees thad m7
fathalre ees koel™

bm the nolsy mirth (nto which Na
sh's attempt at {diom had thrust
im, he made one last gigantle effort
explianation

ntutty dalt
Maottywan

belng &0
¥ has to chuck vouse In

don’t notlee nothing md she don't
jow mobody she ust to ‘nd de gent
a nurse goll wid a white cap a e .
ein' wid her all de time” “(Gee," sitld Tommy thoughtfally, “I
An' the lestle babee thad go dead? don’t want dat for mine! Do lady,
nutty ladee don' forgeet heem?" glie's got It good 'nd plenty! 1It's .ll.ﬁ
bzileh demnnded, hugging her baby real t'ing—she don’t know nuthln'—
Silinr 30 close that he beat her with Wait Ul youse sees ber—she won't let
dimpled Nsts. on she sees youse—she looks right t'ro
Dat's wol I'm 1ellin’ vouse ' refter- Youse
i Tommy for the twentleth time; The baby walled fretfully. Nazllch
Mor (o Kid goes dead de lndy goes fted him from the curbstone to put

cheerfully tolled six weary Saturdays,
washing floors for the Duteh baker
lady, while Antar fretted unceasingly
in a sticky keg with n label that guar-
anteed the contents to he "twanty-five
Ibs. met, strictly pure currant fell™
The Dutch baker lady had nol parted
with the precious vehicle cheaply by
any means, nor until the gpringe of
the wreck refused to support the
welght of her own pudgy offspring
But to Nazlleh's oyes |t was wonder-
ful, 1ts sldes were still shiny with the
gummy varnish daubed upon it by the
“aew second hander” who had sold it
to Mrs. Schmidt; {ts guard straps wera
still sticky from the sweets that the
O'Brien baby had lavished upon them
before he beeame a good “walker’
Mra. O'Brien had fairly wept when she
eold It to the "second hander”
. "You'll niver have the llke of this
in yer shop again, Mister Solom'n," she
assured him; “'t was the rich as
bought 1t—'nd havin’' lost their young,
God rest his pretty soul, they glve me
the buggy for me own that's the age of
one they losi—you're fair robbin' n
poor dead baby by payin’ no more for it."”
It was certalnly true that the poor
battered cart did retain, somehow,
sromething of Itz former smariness
The glory of the collapsible hood that
would no longer collapse, the wonder
Tul rattle of the wheels, with the rul
ber almost rotted from the tires, were
things to be very proud of; but best
of all was the lttle gilded monogram
on the foottoard, much tarnished to be
sure, but still & memory of the first
wee occupant. Nazileh puzzled n great
deal over the Involved curves of the
old English lettering, It was much pret
tler than that In the school hook, al
most as pretty as the graceful Arable
that her grandfather taught her to love.
Antar nearly wore the skin from his

dimpled fingers trylng to pull the
pretty  gllt trifles away While he
pulled he made soft, adorable baby
nolses; Nazlleh solemnly belleved he

was “readin’ the nice story.” and if his
geraphic smile meant anything he
surely read a very happy tale

In her rapture ovér the cart and s
heloved oceupant she began o move
away from her friends without any
consclousness of thelr being She
amlled drean as she strutted hbe-
tween the handle bars and the dilapt

dnted hood; the handles were far too
wobbly to trust golog down grade She
was pretending thnt she was a very
rich lady taking her own llttle boy
to a wonderful econfectionar shop
where she was golog (o buy him a

large thick handful of fuzzy spun sngar
candv and o little round mamoul with

figz inslde

Tommy sighed heavily as he gazed
afier her.

“Dat's a date [er Tholsday.” he
erreamed, “vou remember 1o bhand
around, Nuzly

“1 leeke thad 1 go,” called Nazileh

Geraldine drooped despondentiy
Haindt vou going to take me, too,
Tommy?" she ashed

And Tommy roge scornfully.

‘Don‘'t butt in," he advised bruskly,
“'nd vouse won't get trun down.*

On Thursday, cheerfully tugging at
one handle of the clothes basket, for
perbaps after all It was not only love
that had moved Tommy to ask her,
Nazlleh took her first journey to the
up-town end of Dix Street. Her darkly
fringod eves apened wider and wider
as she stared nt the bits of lawn and
at shining houses whose windows,
"efery one haf lace—s=ame keen' pat-
tern thad othaire weendow haf" and
when they finally reached the charm-
Ing old corner gnarded by high brick
walls ghe drew n desp breath.

“Tommee-ofbreen' ehe aeked roltly,
“apg thad nutty lades tha ladee of a
sultan or a lLeg?"

“A what?"

“A reech mens—Ilecke thad you eall
precsesden’ or melonalrs?”

“Nope," he replied, “she haln't, but |
bet you any money he could be n nald-
erman If he'd get out In de district—

he's de goods, he 18"

Around the eorner at the blg gate-
way they pu! down the basket and
Tommy reached up for the bell

The boy peered cautlously through
the gratings

“Squint,” he ordered teraely
there

Nazlleh nodded, too awestricken for
words: she shivered as she stepped
rloge to the ornamental bars and then
eho looked for the first time at the
“nutty” lady

Slender and drooping
lessly in a great willow chalr, white
fingers twisting a hit of gay ribban,
ETAY oyes staring at nothing at all—

Nazileh drew a long sighing breath,
her expressive little hands flew (o her

“8he's

sitting Tist-

heart

‘Allah mns' sen’ thee tears, lofely
ladee,” she whispered, ber own dark
oy filled with sadness, “Allah, mus’,

westh eoyes of gorrow

“Gee'" g #d Tommy ns the mald
opened “eut It out! Nuzly,
youse loolks nutly yourself!"

Often in the days that followed the
little Syrian sat brooding over the rec
ollection of that drooping woms
Onece she caught up Antar and bt
him so closely that he sguealed all

lofely ladee

the gate,

funny lttle Oriental squeals

“Ion® you go denad an make me
nutty,” she whispered passionately;
“mme—oef vou do thad 1 weal sla-ap you
good, leske that bad Dooteh lades
sla-ap tl Nootch babee!™

Anid t night, when she Iny
nwalke » the wonderful stars,
she mode : itle prayver, streiching out
lier han » had scen Father Shis
in he priest, do, when he prayed

E ‘ ie, Allah,” she mur

nmred | thad you take a leolle
time—jns to sen’ thnd lofely

her nut—'nd den's de time de gent
e e mudder all de swell clothes
b de bugey ‘nd t'ings dat dey has for
- tdead kid. Me mudder'd show you
=l aof de clothes yet, Lut de gy
i | bgelln ‘count of me kid hrother lg a

3 waller now.”
Nuzileh sighed. She had hoped it
d be a nice story: all tha starles
theurd were Lreasures to earry home
Wimn Antar, her mother, and Abu
d, her grandiather, to tell them
2 (hey counted laces (n the twl-
But her somsitlve heart knew
this story of the “nutiy” Indy was
too sarrowful to tell those sad-eyed

plo

him in his perambiniator
“Thees habes ™

carf—-—"
The “cole wagein'"

not talk for loy

the shaliby
honds
“Afe! Ale'™ she cried. “Who hal o
ride lepke & reech haliee? Antar, An-
tnr Sewava, mog' bhes' nire habee een
Ameerea' Een a perahmboointe!”

For the perambulator wag the pride
of her heart. To obtaln it she had

she panted proudly,
“ars grow lecke the cole wazgin'—so
mooch he welgh—aeef | nod haf thees

wns sucking his
eister's neck 8o lovinsly that she could
When his moist cf-
ress was ended she plumped bhim on
ushions and clapped her

'a&u Wo Leell Qld auis

" TOMMER-O0.BREEN, EES THAD NUTTY LADEE . ¢ ; LERKE THAD
YOU CALL PREESEEDEN' OR MELONATR&?™

polltely;

“eol eos mos' keen thad yon
nsk me

Tommee-af-breen ™

“Gee! murmured the lovestricken
Tammy, “dat poll's pot de swelleat
manner In dis whole town—1 wouldn't
mind takin® her anywheres."

ledea the goeft of tears—Io take away
thad oyes of sorrow, please. amen.'

(f Tommy O'Brien had not been a
voung man of many affairs.  his
mother's customers would have cer-
tainly enjoyed i moré prompt delivery

of thelr clean linen. There came a

Thursday when Tommy slipped away
surreptitiously on a little matter of
his own and quite forgot that he was
to carry clean sheets to the Nortons'
housekeeper His mother, sorely vexed,
was refurn-

called to Nazileh as sbhe

lng from school

' THE EYES WITH SORRO
LUCILLE BALDWIN VAN SIYKE |0

last he succeeded: 4 tiny gilt letter
was looze in his dimpled hand.

“Ah! Ah! Ale!” he squealed.

The starlng eyes were very bright
now, they wandercd =earchingly about
the pretty garden, and finally they saw
the wavinz baby hand

She dragged herself out of the ¢hair

»NTILY, DGES YOURE KNOW WHERE ME BOY TOM WINT?®

Nuzly!" ghe ecried from her bhnse-
ment window, and Nazileh, drilled
with an Orlental sense of obedlence to
one's elders, flew with a swift a that
belfed her languld grace, “Nuz does
youss know where me boy Tom vint?"

Nazileh's dark lashes drooped on her
olive-tinted cheek

Me—I am mos” sad thad 1
linow.” she answered avazlvely

“Wault ti1l 1 get my hands on 'im,"”

naod

promised Mre. O'Brien ardently, “walt
till 1 do.”

Nuzileh walted patiently; walting
comes oaslly to Syrians. “"Whad cea

eet thad you wan'?" she asked polltely

“1 want these sheets earried oop the

lq"l ol F'J [‘n." t'.l. l.'J'!!\'= : ans i |l "1"?
O Brien, with many loquacious detalls
of why she wanted them earried and
what she would do to her son for not
carrying them and generally spealing

ight of a boy who hnd in-

wh she tho
e lax tendenclea from his

rited such
father

"Thad ‘ouse weeth the nutty lades?
querled Nazileb breathlessly “Me, I
weel take thad theengs for you ™~

"

You're all right, If vou are a dago)
Mrs (VHrien answered effuslvely ns
she handed the bundle to the child;

“God bliss ve, It's not your fault that
you ls one™

‘Oxeuse,” murmured Nazileh
litely, “1 eea nod doago, Me, I
come from lan’ of Svrecah!"”

Halfway down the block she paused
thoughtfully

“Ae—1| go geet Antar, he weel ride
an' carry the theengs,™ she decidad

Prosently she was once more Jour-
neving uptown with the ghoels care-
fully tucked in the foot of the battered
perambulator, and Antar, drowslly
singing himself to sleep, eafely strap-
ped to the cushions

She arrived at the great lron gates
quite breathless, but when ghe reached
she could not quite touch the beil She
could se=e the “lofely ladee’ sitting in
ber willow chalr. This time the chalr
wan very near the graveled path that
led to the doorway of the house Just
as the child reached for the bell tha
nurse disappeared within the bouse
The gate waa not guile fast, Nazlleh
pushed it open goftly and pulled the
perambulator inside, and then, when
she had flxed the rickety brake, she
started cautiously down the path with
the bundle of sheets, tiptoeing when
she passed the lady, but the lady
never looked, she sat staring nt noth-
ini at all, twisting a bit of g3y ribbon
In her white Hngers

Anisr was not quite asleep pres-
ently he sut up and gurgled with sur-
prise; be did not Ilike to sit still In
bis wonderful perambulator, he wanted
to move. His fingers fumbled at the
handle of tho brake; it jigeled delight.
fully. The graveled path aloped gently
townrd the lady, the brake clicked 1.
golf lnose from the fat lttle fngars,
and the cart rolled smoolthly down the
path toward the drooping womin

But the woman did nol see; her eves
were Indeed, “blind with sorrow.”

Antar sighed softly, then he leaned
over the straps and began his old
game of playing with the 1ttle gllt
monogram on the foathonard

‘Alengum,” he gurgled, vory rq'urh
es any baby :zlrglm. “g.ah—a-ah—" he
sang contenledly.

The drooping woman liftad her head
she seemed to e Hutaning, she frowned
& Jittle, she was very thoughtful

Antar gave an extra hard pull. At

po-
oes

down the path she
ered old perambula
were playing

and erept slowly
knellt by the b
tor, and her finge
with the little monogram

"R B N* her vaice safd sweetly,
“R E N spells baby-—doesn t it? doesn't
{t?" and then she drew a long sobbing
breath—and there came to her the
“glit of tears™
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woman with closed eyes into the house,

In her terror she pushed the rickety
perambulator home go fast that Antar
bounced. about in an eestasy of baby
gles, and all the while he hid In his
fat little band a dingy giit letter “N.”

All through that afterncon and far
Into that awful night a 1ttle gird iried
to forget thoss white, shut eyes: all
through a dresdful morning in a
gchool-room tshe hid her face in her
hands and would not speak. And when
noon came she could endure It no
longer, but dragged herself up Dix
Strect and star2d through a great iron
gateway

The fountain was thers and the
pritty chalrs, just as they had been
yesterday, but this time there was only
a man sltting vnder the treea,

After 2 long time Nazlleh calied ‘0
nim.

“Meenter,” she cried softly and de-
spalripgly, “1 lacke thad you please
tell ad me—thad iofely ladee—that
nutty indee—ees she go dead leeke her
Ieetle babee?"

The man got up and went over to
the ga‘e qulckly.

The little girl dragged out her ques-
tion once moro

“The ladee—the pretty ladee——"'

The man swung the gate wide.

“Are you the ome who brought that
baby here?' he psked.

Nazileh nmodded

And then the man did a very strange
thiog. he caught her in his arms and
kiszed her o

“God hless you, child,” he whisperad
throatily; "she isn't dead and—and
she Isn't going to be ‘nutty’ any more,
she's golng to get well—just think of
that!"

Nazileh struggled to her feet, her
dark Ifted themselves very
gweetly

“Thad

Byes

fs mos' nice of Allah™ she
gald, “he haf sen' thad geeft of tears
—jus' to weep away thad sorrow—
thad eyes thad was weeth sorrow. Me,
I am mos'—mos’ nutty weeth gladness
—ihe Jofely ladee!™

And suddenly, shyness overtook her.
She muade the pretty Syrian obeisance
as her mother had taught her, touch-
ing her heart, her }ipg and her head
with her slender hand and then she
whirled about swiftly and fled through
the gateway

And as =ho ran she sang a funny lit-
tle sobbing =ong under her breath to

{olw Wolesl Adamm

AGGED RERSELF OUT OF THE CHAAR AND KNELT BY THE

HATTERED OLD PEHAMBULATOR

A frightened nurse flow acroza the
garden, o man-servant hurrledly pushed
the Hitie cart with the laughing baby
down the path, and Nozfeh camo ouf
of the kltchen doorway Just in time
to gea ther carrylog o whits, lmp

the same Iittle thne that she often Sany
to Antar

amhe Iafoly ladee—" she sang,
*The lofely ladee,
Be, I lofe the lofely ladesl™



